THE   CARAVAN  IN  DANGER
one often knelt down and had to be beaten before he would
get up. Perhaps his worn teeth were not fit for the buturga—
dry, twisted tufts of little creeping branches which the camels
ate on the way. But should we have to abandon him in case
he could not keep up? We had ten-hour marches before us
each day. . . . The Pearl's incisors were broken. Boro had
said it was because he had fallen on ice the previous winter.
We were now of opinion that the "Prime Minister" had
tricked us.
The Animals Abandoned.
Again on the fourth day we watered the animals and filled
our cask at a spring on the bank of the salt lake. Assa Khan
gave us to understand that there would be grass for the
horses behind some low hills that now broke the line of the
horizon. We were in serious need of fresh grass, for the bag of
grain was almost empty and I had even begun to stiffen
Slalom's ration with my share of tsamba mixed with morsels
of raw antelope* As for the filly, she still had reserves of
strength.
To turn my mind from these anxieties, Peter declared that
if we searched carefully we should find caviar on the lake
edge! But I could not get away from the thought of the
animals and of the road that was still before us.
Once again the old camel knelt down, and this time,
though we tried beating him, he would not get up. He grew
stiff. Lost in far-away thoughts, he seemed to be looking into
the other world. . . . As he was no longer loaded, there was
nothing to remove except the pack-saddle and the nose-peg.
Assa Khan collected them and went on as though nothing
had happened.
I was trying to imagine myself as a fatalistic old camel-
driver. It was true that we had seen many carcasses along the
frequented routes and I asked myself why it should not be our
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